her curiosity unsatisfied. In the bathroom the father burst
into imprecations because his razor had been used for
sharpening pencils. Though he had almost forgotten his
nightmare, he was in a very black mood. The bathroom
walls were damp, the soap wouldn't lather, his razor had
lost its edge, life was all awry. In the mirror he could see
the reflection of his large head thatched with bristly,
greying hair, two bushy, blond eyebrows, and large grey
angry eyes, the expression of which seemed to him rather
unintelligent. His gaze lingered on the wrinkles and folds
of flesh on his forehead and the pouches beneath his eyes.
He already saw himself with loosening skin and a veined
nose, purplish at the nostrils. His once athletic torso was
showing signs of deterioration, and his pectoral muscles
were beginning to sag. This time, he thought, it's the
downward slope. He usually put the blame on the meagre
light from the frosted glass, and scanned his haggard
features for a hint of youthful briskness, a spark of vivacity.
But a clear view of things and people, and a man's own
self, comes only in anger, and that morning his bad temper
purged his vision. In point of fact he was not sorry to be
growing old. Another heave or two, a few more years on
the foul galley of his detestable existence, and once his
children were out in the world he could at last be content
with a small income, just enough to live on alone in an
attic, and spend his time reading memoirs, to which he was
passionately addicted. Suddenly Michaud realized that he
had forgotten to provide a place for his wife in his future
existence, and he had to admit that this had happened
before. A pretty state of mind to be found lurking behind
his ill-temper! And this blameless lady, who had gone into
a nursing-home two days before for the removal of a cyst,
would be worrying much more as to how her family would
get on without her than about the operation. Well, at the